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Steve was sitting alone in a room. He had isolated himself from the party, because he didn't feel like being all 


social and joyful. Yet the coldness of the room he was in, made him feel more alone than he wished. 


But he had no joy left in him. Naturally, some days were better than others, but there was stil that constant 
feeling of something being off. They had lost Adrian, and then Bruce. Them leaving was a painful experience 
alone, not to mention the fact that a lot of people didn't like their replacements. Janick was accepted better 
than Blaze, because he came to the band when Bruce was still there. But Blaze on the other hand, well, we all 
know how stubborn and cruel the fans could be. They didn't really give them a chance to continue with a 


different singer. 


Steve hated that. He was proud of the songs they made. He was so proud of their new album, which was yet 
to be released The man had put his heart and soul into it. 


Sitting in the room alone, Steve felt anger take control of his body. He had shut his feelings down for a very 


long time, and he was unable to control them anymore. 

Lingering in the feeling, he missed to hear that someone entered the room. The person walked next to the 
bassist, saying something which he completely ignored, and when he put his hand on Steve's shoulder, the man 
snapped. 

Steve got up instantly, and was about to throw a fit, until he noticed who had interrupted him. 


"Janick," he gasped in shock. He had almost hit the guitar player. Gladly he noticed him before it was too late. 


Janick looked surprised. "Calm down Steve," he said kindly. He was clearly taken aback by the sudden reaction 
from the bassist. 


"What's wrong?" The taller man asked. He was genuinely worried. 


"| just needed some time alone, to clear me head," replied Steve. He was now a bit embarrassed. "I ain't feelin’ 


too social tonight..." 


Janick looked at the man and smiled softly. "It's completely understandable. | have noticed that you haven't been 


feeling well lately, which is reasonable." 
Steve moved his gaze to the guitarist. "| suppose,” he began, but had a hard time finding the right words. "l 
suppose that l'm finally allowing meself to feel things. | don't need to hide the fact that I'm actually... quite sad 


and miserable..." 


Janick hugged the smaller man. "Oh Steve, it's great that you're able to let your feelings show, it means that 


you can deal with them, even if it takes time." 

Steve felt comfortable in the warm entrance. 

"Hear me," said the guitarist. "| can't fix you, but I've got an idea how to make this night better. 
"Tell me," Steve said quietly. 


"It includes your handsome football uniform," Janick smiled. "Go change it on and come to my hotel room," he 
said and parted ways with Steve. The latter man was a bit confused, but headed to his own room to change 


his outfit. 


After putting on the shirt and the tiny shorts, he sat on his bed to roll the knee socks on. He didn't know what 


Janick was on about, but he really had nothing to lose. And he was also very curious. 


When Steve was finished, he headed to the guitarists room and knocked on the door gently. 


Janick came to open, and he smiled happily when he saw Steve actually wearing the uniform. "Come in," he 
greeted and closed the door after the bassist stepped in. 


"You look like a proper player,” Janick said. His eyes traveled on Steve's body, and the bassist noticed them 
staying on his crotch for longer than normal. The eyes admired his bare thighs. 


In his mind, Janick explored Steve's beautiful body. His hands touched his strong legs, moving up to the thighs, 
sliding in from the leg of the shorts, then.. 


"You are starir Jan," the bassist pointed out. Janick blushed a bit at that. He had been completely lost in his 
thoughts. 


‘Oh, yeah, sorry,’ he smiled. "Let's sit down," he said and guided Steve on the bed. Something in this situation 


made the bassist very nervous. 
"So, what was your plan?" He asked. The guitarist was sitting so close to him, their legs touching. 


Janick didn't answer, but kissed Steve instead It was a nice gentle kiss, and the bassist, to his surprise, didn't 
want to back off. He let Janick kiss him, and he surrendered to his touch. The guitar player's long and skinny 
arms wrapped around the bassist's body, and guided him to lay down gently. He was now on top of Steve, one 


knee between the smaller man’s legs. 


When they parted from the kiss, Janick grabbed Steve's chin carefully. "You are incredibly beautiful," he said. 
"The football uniform is the cutest and hottest thing on you." 


Steve blushed. "Janick," he whispered. "What are you going to do to me?" 


"Nothing if you don't want it," Janick replied and caressed Steve's cheek. "But if you're up to it, | could touch 
and kiss you, and make you mine for tonight.” 


Steve didn't get weirded out by his words, instead, he felt that it was turning him on. Many others would've 
probably find that creepy or weird, him too usually, but Janick felt somehow different. 


"It... | think it sounds... good," Steve gave a small smile, and put his hand in Janick's hair. The guitarist smiled too, 
and began to place kisses along Steve's jaw and neck. Moving down to kiss him from lower bits, Janick's body 
was also moving. The slight movements of his leg between the bassist's thighs made Steve moan quietly. His 


knee was rubbing his crotch. 


Steve tightened the grip on Janick's hair, and blushed. He needed more stimulation. He was yearning for the 


touch. 


"Please," he cried, "Janick, | need more." 


The guitarist looked at his boss. “Then you shall get what you want," he smiled and placed one of his hands on 
Steve's thigh. From there, he started to move it slowly towards the crotch area. When he got there, he gave 


a small rub to the bulge in his shorts. That caused Steve to moan louder. 


Fuck," he gasped and accidentally pulled the guitarists hair. Janick started to rub the clothed crotch more 
constantly. 


Steve was blushing and moaning, and pressed his hips upwards. 

Janick smiled. The bassist looked so beautiful, being a complete hot mess and crying his name out. 

Janick pulled Steve's shorts down to reveal his undies that were stained with precum already. It seemed like 
the bassist was sensitive to touch. "Oh," the guitarist gasped. "You are so pretty, | can't wait to get you to 
shiver under me, begging for more." 

Steve blushed. "Please Janick..." 

"Have you ever been with a man before?" The guitarist asked while taking off his jeans. 

To his surprise, Steve nodded. "A couple of times in the 80's," he replied and his eyes looked at the bulge in 
front of Janick's panties. Those couple of times which he mentioned were with some certain singer. But it had 
been put in the past. There was nothing he missed about it, and Janick making him feel wanted made him 
forget Bruce even faster. 

"You are naughty," Janick grinned. "But don't worry, | am too," he said, grabbed a bottle of lube from the 
bedside table and got back on top of the smaller man. Before he did anything, he put his hand against Steve's 
to compare the size. The guitar player's fingers were longer, but they were also more skinny. 

"Hmm," said Janick, pretending to be thinking something deeply. "I think | need to use more fingers in you." 


Steve blushed deeply. "Janick.." he whined a bit. "Stop teasing, | need you." 


The guitarist smiled and took Steve's undies off, releasing his erected penis. Then he moved his legs a bit to 


get more space between them. 


Steve looked at Janick. The man seemed to be mesmerized by the view in front of him. He watched as the 
guitarist opened the bottle of lube, poured it on his fingers and made sure that they were well coated, lowered 


down to his level, and... 


Steve moaned so loud when Janick started to push one finger in slowly. It didn't hurt too much, but he was 


taken by surprise. 


"Oh my god Janick," he cried and grabbed the sheet. 

"Shh, it's going to be okay love, relax," Janick spoke to him. As he said soothing things to his bassist, he 
started to feel the entrance soften, and he was now able to get his finger in completely. When he felt that 
Steve had adjusted to it, he entered with a second one. This time it was easier to get in. 

Steve was warm, and looked so hot panting and moaning there. The knee socks really added to it. Janick started 
to move his fingers, getting more sound of the other man The guitarist was so hard already too. He had 
dreamed of this situation for a long time. 

Pushing deeper, Steve's whole body shifted and he moaned so loud. "Ah, bloody hell! Feels so good!" He cried. 


Janick fingered the spot more, and fastened his movements. 


"Fuck me Janick!" Steve screamed. He had lost the ability to control his voice. Janick blushed. It was easily the 
hottest thing he'd ever seen. 


"Yes my love," he said and placed a couple of kisses on Steve's stomach. Then he pulled his fingers away. 


Steve felt so empty, and was about to start whining, but he didn't have time before the guitarist came back 
with something bigger. 


Janick positioned his hard member on Steve's entrance, and pushed in slowly. 
Steve moaned a lot as he felt stretched by the sudden contact. 


"Oh, it feels so fuckin’ good Janick!" He moaned. Janick pushed all the way in, and waited a bit for Steve to 
adjust before he started to thrust with his hips. 


Every time he moved, his dick brushed Steve's sweet spot, and as Janick had dreamed, the man was now a 


shaking mess under him, crying his name and moaning. 


Janick lowered his torso so that Steve could wrap his hands around him, and the bassist got the hint clearly. 
He hugged Janick tightly. That position gave the guitarist power, and he was thrusting into Steve more roughly 


now. 
Janick made eye contact with the bassist, looking straight into his brown eyes while fucking him hard. 


Steve was so hot and sweaty. He looked at Janick, and decided to kiss him with a lot of passion. Their teeth 
almost clashed as the contact was pretty violent. Janick deepened the kiss, and roughened his movements even 


more. It felt so good. Nothing could probably ever beat this moment. 


Steve entered Janick's mouth with his tongue. The kiss was so messy but yet so hot, and it with the other 
elements made the guitarist feel that he was getting close. 


He wrapped one of his hands around Steve's hard cock, and began to stroke it. It didn't take long for the 
bassist to spill his seed on Janick's hand. 


When Steve came, he wrapped his legs tightly around the guitarist, locking him in that position So when Janick 
came not long after him, he shooted his load deep inside him. Then he collapsed on top of his beloved bassist, 
still thrusting in a bit to fuck the semen in deeper. They were both sweaty and gasping for air. When the 
guitarist felt himself getting soft, he finally pulled out. 

Steve kissed him, but gently this time. 


Janick felt happy. He had never had this great sex with anyone, and this experience being with Steve made it a 
whole lot of better. 


Steve kept the kiss reasonable, and looked at Janick, smiling. 
"You really owned me," he spoke softly. 


"Yes sir," Janick smiled back "And | will do it again, and again..." 


